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conscious, as in a dream, that another white canoe
was at his side, in which, pale and beautiful as
he had last seen her, sat his bride. As he put
forth from the bank, she put off also; answering
to the motion of his oars like the chords in music.
A tranquil joy was in the hunter's heart as they
pushed their way towards the Blessed Isle. On
looking forward towards the land, he was seized
with fear for his beloved; a great white line of
surf broke angrily in their front, and in the clear
deep waters he could see the bodies of drowning
men and the bones of thousands who had perished
in that surf. His thews being strong and his
courage calm, he had no fears for himself; but
he yearned for her, exposed to the surf in that
glittering shell; but when they pushed boldly
into the breakers, they found their canoes go
through them as through air. Around them were
many boats, each freighted with a soul. Some
were in sore distress, some wrecked and lost.
The boats which bore young children glidedN
home like birds. Those containing youths and
maidens met with gusts and rollers. Older men
were beaten by storms and tempests, each accord-
ing to his deeds ; for the calm -and storm were
not in the spirit-lake, but in the men who sailed
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